He sat uncomfortably on the hard bench. The revolver
in his hip pocket got in the way whenever he tried to
lean back, so he let himself sink forward, hunched up.
His hands, on which the cuts now began to burn, swung
loosely backwards and forwards.
** We must change here, Herr Professor," said Helene
softly, after an incalculable length of time.
He followed her obediently. The little station outside
was hidden by curtains of rain. A few lights were burn-
ing, the air from the river could now be felt, and beyond
the station lights, the hills bordering the plain. Am-
brosius, bare-headed and almost staggering in his walk,
followed Helene like a child to the local train which was
already in. A long wait. Whistles, signals, the jolt of
'starting. They were alone in their compartment.
" Are you ill ? " asked Helene, after she had watched
him for some little while in silence, half raising her hands
as though to help him.
"Me, ill? No! Why? I'm quite all right," he
answered hastily. ** Just tired," he added, and the words
had a note of longing in them.
** We shall be home in ten minutes," said Helene.
Ambrosius stood up, went to the window, through
which nothing but wet darkness could be seen, and leant
his brow against the panes.
He was suffering unspeakably. Inaction was causing
him almost a physical pain. As in a thunderstorm, there
was immense energy pent up within him seeking release,
potential lightning and thunder which threatened to rend
him. But no such relief had been vouchsafed hitr^ No
fighting with tooth and claw, no violence, no means of
working off his torment, no tearing asunder, murdering
or slaying, such as he craved. He had broken a mirror,
fired a few boastful shots, taken part in a scene, scored a
few points in a drawing-room comedy—that was alL

